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INDIA.

makes itself felt. Our long line of palanquins, escorted by torch-hearers, appears
and disappears amid the woods and rocks; the moonlight glitters through the
branches; and our good-natured bearers sing us a slow and monotonous but

original chorus. He who has not travelled in tropical regions can form HO idea
of the magnificence of such a night My bearers set me down before th<&
buugalow of Khandallah, where, after shouting and knocking at the door fur